PORTRAITS  BY  INFERENCE
express an opinion on, Indian affairs. I
cannot guess whether Mr. Montagu saved
or ruined our dominion there. I do not
know whether General Dyer deserved the
Sword of Honour presented to him by the
Morning Post or to be dismissed the Army.
But I do know that I could almost have read
in Montagu's eyes that ugly scene when the
packed gangsters howled him down in the
House of Commons. I could have fore-
told, I think, that Fate had just that cad's
trick up its sleeve. I saw a sensitiveness so
exquisite, so almost shuddering that I should
have known that Fate could never have
resisted the temptation to punish him for his
unlikeness to the herd. He looked as he
always looked, bowed under the weight of
his thought, and as always his dark eyes
seemed to be turned away from the light,
like the backs of escaping slaves. He smiled,
though, when I came in. cThey have been
telling me shocking things about you, Mr.
Wolfe,3 he said. His smile and the dark
warm note in his voice reassured me. 'Have
they. Minister?3 I asked cheerfully. 'Indeed
they have/ he replied. 'They tell me/ he
said, dangling his monocle, cthey tell me
that you are positively a Jew. Is such a thing
possible?' A happy relief flooded my being.
This was the sort of Minister with whom I
could do. I remembered Max Beerbohm's
famous witticism and altered it (without